48     A MESSAGE FROM THE UNCONSCIOUS
Now I am going to tell the truth, and nothing but
the truth; and my reply to that little woman was:
" Hell, no ! "
1 shall never forget the whimsical smile that that
schoolteacher had on her face as she gave me back my
fountain-pen, together with the unsigned order form.
And then I went out into the night.
Two days later, when I was canvassing another lady
" prospect/* she told me that she had heard of me, and
of how she envied me my knowledge of the English
language. There were a few other remarks, also,
along similar lines.
Now, fust which side of me became swollen the
most upon hearing these nice things I do not know.
Maybe I became filled out fairly evenly all the way
round. Such was probably the case. But before any
harsh or satirical comments on my bumptiousness are
indulged In by the reader, I will ask that it be remem-
bered that I was not only human, but also a compara-
tively young specimen of the breed.
Let us now change the scene a bit; a little jump
of twenty-six years, to be exact; twenty-six years of
going along a rather wearying trail, but one which
(glory be) became a little brighter as I went along.
Now, unless a child goes from its mother's breast
to a suitable sphere of instruction, many little educa-
tional kinks are apt to remain fixed in the mature
personality; and as that turnip-trimming regime in
Cornwall precluded Eton or Harrow from my educa-
tional attainments, it is not to be wondered at that,
down at the bottom of my heart (actively on the
rampage in my unconscious, as a matter 3f fact), a
certain trend of thoughts kept prodding my conscious